A PSYCHOLOGICAL ROMANCE.               365

1 My feeble pen trembles in my hand. There is much
to write, much, alas ! that never can be written. Why are
we parted?

* Tou think me cold; you think me callous ; you think
me a hollow-hearted worlding.   Contarini! recall the doubt
and misery of your early years, and all your wild thoughts,
and dark misgivings, and vain efforts ; recall all these, and
behold the boyhood of your father !

' I, too, believed myself a poet; I, too, aspired to eman-
cipate my kind; I, too, looked forward to a glorious future,
and the dazzling vista of eternal fame. The passions of my
heart were not less violent than yours, and not less ardent
was my impetuous love.

' Woe! woe ! the father and the son have been alike
stricken. I know all; I know all, my child. I would have
saved you from the bitter lot; I alone would have borne
the deep despair.

* Was she fair ?    Was she beautiful ?    Alas ! there was
once one as bright and as glorious; you knew not your
mother.

' I can remember the day but as yesterday when I first
gazed upon the liquid darkness of her eye. It was in that
fatal city I will not name; horrible Venice !

* I found her surrounded by a thousand slaves; I won
her from amid this band ; against the efforts and opposition
of all her family I won her.    Tea I she was my bride; the
beautiful daughter of this romantic land; a land to which I
was devoted, and for which I would have perilled my life.
Alas! I perilled my love 1    My imagination was fired by
that wondrous and witching city.    My love of freedom, my
hatred of oppression, burned each day with a brighter and
more vehement flame.     I sighed over its past glory and
present degradation ; and when I mingled my blood with
the veins of the Contarini, I vowe<*  I would revive the"
glory they had themselves created.